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I couldn’t help grumbling to myself as I turned off the highway in my ’98 Civic. Suspicion had been gnawing away at my psyche for the last two months before finally reaching a point where inaction was impossible. I felt betrayed, angry, utterly at my wit’s end. I was going to find out for certain if my wife was cheating on me, no matter what.


  We initially met in high school after being grouped together for an assignment by our teacher. Mary was 15, with dark, greasy hair, a small frame and pale complexion without much in the way of breasts. On the other hand, I was wasn’t much better. 16, a bespectacled nerd-type, tall and lanky. We made an unattractive pair, but made each other laugh. With our parent’s permission, we started “dating.”


  All through high school we stayed together, but while I gained a bit of a hunch from my time in front of the computer, Mary’s complexion cleared, her breasts grew and she developed into an astounding beauty. If she became aware of our disparate levels of attractiveness come prom, she never showed any sign and we both lost our virginity that night.


  That September we both entered Northwestern as freshman. Mary studied English and I studied biotechnology. Through all four years we stayed together, and were married the following summer.


  Through all that time, Mary was always the most beautiful woman in the room, and the object of male attention at parties. I swear that I was never jealous and with good reason, I was nailing the most beautiful girl in the world, not just regularly but constantly. Her sexual drive was more than a match for mine and she seemed to have eyes only for me.


  I was now in my second year of grad school at Northwestern, it had been more than three months since my wife had shown any interest in sex. Admittedly, I had been particularly busy over the last few weeks, but that was not uncommon. The disruption to our sex life was an entirely new development.


  As a scientist, I was trained to examine the variables and collect data to test my hypothesis. The theory in this case was simple: She was sleeping with her her tennis instructor.


  The evidence was incontrovertible. The start of her lessons coincided perfectly with her sudden lack of interest. She mentioned him more and more frequently. I even looked him up on social media, he was easily my wife’s match for attractiveness.


  Lest you judge me, knowing the danger of logical pitfalls, I did not just assume infidelity. In order to collect additional data, I hired a private detective a week earlier, but hadn’t heard any news. It was obvious my wife had paid him off… more proof of her guilt.


  However, fortune turned to my favor.  Mary found herself suddenly out of town for a wedding and would be gone for several days. It was just the opportunity I needed. To anyone else, her absence could mean brooding or sulking helplessly until her return. Fortunately for me, her absence presented a unique opportunity to test my theory.


  As the car turned into the empty parking structure, I prepared mentally for an act of unimaginable risk. Using my university ID I entered the campus research building. It was as empty as expected on a Sunday afternoon. More good luck. With a deep breath, I steeled my resolve. After all, I was about to steal the cutting edge research which had taken the blood, sweat and tears of dozens of comrades over a decade to perfect.


  The walk through the eerily silent lab seemed to take forever. Echoes of my footfalls reverberated in the sterile, empty space. Finally I reached the room where my target lay. I looked around quickly, my head swiveling back and forth, but I saw no one. Sighing in relief, I used my key card to enter through the glass door.


  My eyes scanned the room before settling on the non-descript glass cabinet that held what I sought. The unmarked glass vials gleamed in the fluorescent light; the colorless liquid in the small tubes would be the key to this plan. Polyjuice Potion.


  Among the researchers, that’s what we called it. The name was fitting, describing the well-known Harry Potter series’ body altering magic, this fluid transformed its user appearance to match another human’s. However, this particular brew did so much more!


  Upon coming into contact with the complex DNA of a living creature, ‘Substance 17’ reverted into a DNA altering virus. Consuming the mixture remade the user into an exact physiological match of the sample. In lay terms, Substance 17 turned the subject into an identical copy of whoever donated the DNA!


  Unlike Polyjuice Potion however, there was no turning back unless you consumed a second vial containing your original DNA. Presently, I slipped two vials from the cabinet into the canvas bag on my shoulder and turned on my heels, walking quickly to exit the building, sweating with anxiety over my crime.


  Walking back down the hallway, I went over the plan again to avoid pondering any ethical and legal violations I may have committed. Using a single stray hair of my wife’s, easily found either in the shower, on her hairbrush or in her clothes, I could use one vial to become her. Once transformed, it would become simple discover the nature of her relationship with the tennis instructor. The thought re-ignited my fervor to uncover the truth, purging concerns for the illegality of my actions from my mind. No one appeared to stop me.


  Eventually I pulled into my driveway, prizes nestled in the bag at my side. Vials clinked as I entered the small split-level that my wife and I called home. Without hesitation I set off in search of a sample of Mary’s DNA. Resting next to the bed was my wife’s hairbrush, wonderful strands of DNA twisted between the bristles. Pulling the bag over my head and gingerly removing the vials, I sat on the bed, pulling the stoppers from each.


  After a deep breath, I careful took a pinch of hair taken from the hairbrush and dropped it into one vial, in the other I dropped a hair plucked from my own head. Carefully I studied the vials as they changed from transparent to opaque blue, indicating DNA contamination. The vial receiving my own hair was carefully re-stoppered and placed in the drawer of my bedside table.


  According to the results of previous experiments, transformations provoked by Substance 17 were incredibly painful. Therefore, the majority of the vials’ contents were actually a powerful sedative. It made planning for my transition a matter of necessity and was the primary reason I’d brought the substance home.


  Carefully, ensuring I would fall asleep on the bed, I sat on the edge of the mattress with the vial grasped firmly. With a deep breath, I closed my eyes and swallowed the entire contents. For a moment, nothing happened. Then, just as I thought the substance would have no effect, a wave of exhaustion overtook me. An instant later, I lapsed into unconsciousness.


  –


  I awoke slowly to aching muscles and blurry vision. For a time I simply lay there, the aches and pains slowly fading away. The blurry vision however persisted, until I managed to pull myself onto my elbows and the glasses slid off my face.


  Suddenly the room was sharply visible and I recognized my bedroom. As I looked down, the sight that greeted me was bizarre. My t-shirt was ruffled and lumpy, particularly around the chest, as if it was 3 sizes too big. It wasn’t until I managed to stand that I noticed my pants were far too long as well!


  When I looked down to study my legs, a tumble of dark hair obscured my vision. In a flash, I recalled the caper. I swept the strands of hair aside and wondered how my transformation had commenced. Curiously I examined an arm: Instead of the long limb covered in hair with rough nails topping large, skeletal hands, the arm was smooth and nearly hairless. The nails were clean, topping diminutive hands with petite fingers.


  “Oh my god, it really worked!” I remarked aloud, in what I recognized as my wife’s soft soprano. It was recognizable, despite how strange it sounded coming from my mouth.


  I stripped the now-oversized clothes and regarded my reflection in a full-length mirror, standing and striding to inspect my body. Even the short walk was bewildering.


  “I’m so much closer to the ground,” I thought critically, “No penis swinging between my legs. Incredible!”


  Reflected in the mirror was the woman I had been in love with for nearly 10 years. Mary’s frame was small compared to my own 6′2″. She was only 5′6″, but beautiful dark hair fell in waves tumbling over my left shoulder, caressing a gorgeous face with high cheekbones and a naturally sultry expression. Small nose, big eyes and pouty lips, such enticing features belonged to me now.


  For fun I tried to bite the corner of my lower lip and the woman in the mirror did so. Boy did I love that expression on Mary; It was incredibly sexy. I continued to scan the body of the woman I knew so well, admiring a body twin to the most attractive woman I had ever known. My eyes traveled down from the graceful neck to the perfectly perky, C-breasts on a lean, well-toned body, slim and lithe. Turning slightly, I could admire the pert buttocks and the magnificent legs that protruded from that glorious behind.


  For a few minutes I experimented moving my body this way and that, watching my wife in the mirror move. Placing my hands on narrow hips, I tried several poses. Looking away from the bare mound of the woman in the mirror, I instead examined my new crotch. There was no ignoring the fact, I had a vagina.


  “That woman is ME now.”


  The idea stubbornly refused to sink in, but the strange top-down view of this sexy body was definitely unnerving. Viewed betwixt a pair of ideally shaped breasts, a indelicate question occurred to me.


  Where was my pubic hair?


  I peered under a slender arm, again finding no armpit hair. Something strange was going on. The genetic remapping justified my new body, but her body appeared as I last remembered Mary. Although she kept her crotch neatly shaved, why should my crotch be smooth as well? Even my hair length and styling matched my wife’s current look. My skin glistened with Mary’s carefully maintained tan… No genetic argument could explain these irregularities.


  My scientific wonder whirred into action, striving to explain the observation. No ready explanation occurred and eventually I began to wonder how much time had elapsed since I had first taken the potion.


  “Enough time for study later,” I thought glancing at the bedside alarm clock.


  Mary’s next tennis lesson was only 15 minutes away. If I missed this class, I wouldn’t get another chance until the following week.  I didn’t particularly want to be in this body for so long. Plus, god only knew when my wife would return from her unexpected trip.


  If I wanted to make it, I had to work quickly. It was at least a 10 minute drive to reach the courts,  leaving a scant 5 minutes to get ready! I closed my eyes and pictured my partner, intending to match her appearance perfectly.


  Getting ready for tennis… hair tied back in a single ponytail with a hair tie… the white tennis dress with ruffles along the hem and teal trim along the straps down into the arc of the bodice… white sneakers with short white socks… With the vision in my mind’s eye, I set about collecting the items.


  Walking over the closet, I was dimly aware of the added weight on my chest and the subtle change to my gait that caused my hips to sway as I moved. I tried to ignore the strangeness of it all and found the dress without much difficulty. Taking it off the hanger and flipping it over my head, I pulled the article down and slipped my arms under the straps, wriggling into the garment.


  The dress compressed my breasts awkwardly, a sensation that was unusual, but not entirely unpleasant. I had to reach down into the dress to pull my breasts into the proper position since the top of the dress doubled as a sports bra. As I did so, the dress seemed to offer some support to my chest and the weight all but disappeared.


  Additionally, I could feel the dress cling tightly to my figure and admired the way it moved with my body, light and airy, perfect for tennis. My wife’s socks were easy to find and I found myself admiring my willowy, smooth legs as I put them on. My sexy legs would definitely be on display in this dress with it’s high hem. It was a thought which should made me a little uncomfortable as a man, but dressing like Mary was my goal and so I was pleased with the overall effect.


  Shoes went on next. Then, after a quick search in the bathroom I turned up a hair tie. Hundreds of times I must have seen my wife put her hair in a ponytail, but it wasn’t as easy as it looked. It took me three tries before I had a sufficient amount of the dark, silky strands corralled by the little elastic band.


  The ponytail settled on my left shoulder just how it always seemed to do when my wife wore it this way. The very tips settling naturally in my cleavage, a perfect match with the mental image. Of course, this turned my focus my new breasts, which nestled together on glorious display. Pushing the hair behind my back allowed me to forget about my wife’s bosom for a time and focus on my task.


  With everything in place, I reviewed my work. “Close enough,” I decided briefly studying the figure in the mirror.


  Grabbing my equipment, I hustled outside, moving into the car self consciously. Now I only needed to set off for the courts to meet a man whom I suspected was enabling my wife’s infidelity. Adjusting the seat, I sped off towards tennis class.


  Less than a minute later, pulling onto the highway onramp, I realized that I had forgotten a vital part of the outfit. I wasn’t wearing any panties! There was no time to turn around, but I squeezed my thighs together, suddenly aware of the emptiness between my legs and feeling very exposed. Of course my mental picture wouldn’t have included panties, but I had been in too big of a hurry to consider underwear. Because the tennis dress didn’t extend very far down my thighs, I glanced down at the velvety limbs which emerged from the dress with dread. I’d just have to hope that no one noticed.


  Turning my focus back to the road, I raced to my destination. Traffic was light and when I pulled into the parking lot, I had only a minute to spare. Hurrying onto the court I joined the small group of stretching athletes, assuming them to be my cohort. Once I saw the instructor I was sure; It was definitely the handsome target of my social media stalking.


  Sean introduced himself to a few new students in the group and I marveled at his deep, commanding voice. He was easily over 6 feet tall, ruggedly good looking, with a strong jaw covered in stubble and a tight shirt which showed off a phenomenal physique with well-toned arms and legs. I could see why my wife might be interested in him.


  There were a total of four men present, including the instructor, and two women including myself. Over the next hour we took turns playing against one another as Sean coached each person individually in a round robin practice.


  It was apparent almost immediately that I was the worst of the group, but what concerned me more than my play was the attention I was getting from the men in the group. What few points I did manage, appeared to be more from my opponent’s distraction than my own skill. Even in the bright sunlight, I watched their eyes scan up and down my body. Out of the corner of my eyes I would catch male players watching me, even from other courts! I was only hoping they weren’t noticing my lack of underwear as I dove and lept for another errant return.


  As their eyes crawled over my skin, I gained some respect for what my wife must have endured for years. Although I did feel somewhat embarrassed by their looks, I couldn’t help but notice that I was feeling very warm, warmer than either the sun or the activity could account for.


  My eyes on the other hand kept coming back to Sean, even when it wasn’t his turn to tutor me. I wanted to feel nothing but fury, but I kept pondering the reasons why my wife would have cheated on me with him. His fantastic body glistened with sweat and when he served to me, I missed at least one return thinking about how his cock would pound my wife’s pussy. Powerful thrusts, making her quiver with pleasure and… I missed another shot. I shook my head to clear it, ponytail twisting out as I did so. Why was I getting so distracted?


  As the lesson ended, I watched Sean carefully, biding my time while he debriefed each member of the group. One by one, each was sent on their way, leaving us alone. At least my timing had worked out, allowing me the chance to talk with him after everyone else was gone. It was a perfect opportunity to interrogate him.


  “What was I thinking?” I panicked as he approached. He seemed so tall up close, my heart fluttered as he approached.


  “I’m sorry,” I offered, forcing a flirty giggle and trying to hide my discomfort. “I guess I’m not not playing well today.”


  He smiled and said, “Well don’t be hard on yourself, you were getting better at the end.”


  Sean’s eyes were traveling up and down my body, but I still needed to know if he had slept with my wife. I had no choice but to continue the discussion until some useful information slipped out.


  “Well,” I said coyly, giving him a half grin that I’d seen my wife used to get her way more than once, “Any chance I could get a private lesson?”


  His eyes lit up. “Absolutely.”


  “What do you think I need to work on most?” I asked turning Mary’s racket over in one hand while twirling my ponytail absently with the other.


  “Hmmmm,” he mused, “Your swing could use some work. Mind if I show you?”


  “Not at all,” I replied.


  Sean placed his racket on the ground and moved to stand behind me, placing one hand on each wrist. This sent a shiver through my body, a tingle that ran from my wrists to my head and then from my head to my toes. I could smell the faint musk of deodorant and sweat from him, which seemed to enter my nostrils and send my heart racing.


  “Swing like this,” the instructor said. Using one hand to propel my arm across my body, pressing his body tightly against mine. I could hear my heart pounding, the blood rushing in my ears; even my dress clinging to me; a dizziness settling in. Speech was impossible as he lowered his head to my ear.


  “Your swing is too tight, you need to loosen up if you ever want to improve,” Sean whispered confidentially.


  My body was pressed fully against his with rough hands loosely holding my wrists. Even the hot breath near my ear was sending another ripple of sensation over my surprisingly sensitive body. I bit the corner of my lip I thought frantically about what to say next.  What was happening to me? I was a man, but my body was reacting of its own accord.


  “Well,” I told myself, “I still need to know if he’ slept with my wife,” and I assured myself that this why I was playing along when I finally replied.


  Imploringly, I asked, “How do I loosen up?” My voice was dripping with sensuality somehow and I could feel my instructor’s muscles tense in response.


  He didn’t respond with words, but his left arm released my own while he swept aside my ponytail, planting lingering kisses on my neck. Sensation coursed through my body, scouring every inch, pulsing with each kiss as he worked his way down my neck. Increasingly I was becoming aware of a heat between my legs and emptiness, which was completely foreign.


  I sighed in response, “Mmmmmm.”


  Lewd sounds, which once uttered from my wife’s mouth on numerous occasions were now coaxed forth as Sean nibbled my earlobe. I couldn’t bring myself to stop him or even prevent myself from making the lecherous noises. Such lack of control should have terrified me, but I was only aware of the growing heat and a haziness that made my thinking lag behind the uproar my body was undergoing. Feelings echoed in this foreign body and I struggled to comprehend each new phenomenon.


  I was so distracted that I almost didn’t notice as he pulled the strap of my dress over one shoulder and slipped a hand over my left breast. There was no way I could miss the sensation however as he took it with his rough hand, alternating squeezing the full breast and the now rock hard nipple.


  “Ohhhhh,” I squealed in delight, arching my back, pressing my breast harder into his hand. “That feels sooooo gooooood,” I cooed, unable to contain myself. Dimly, I was even aware of moisture dripping down my leg and an involuntary shudder made me close my eyes.


  My instructor’s thoughts seemed to turn to my crotch as well because the hand that had been working my breast pulled out and traveled slowly past my navel over the thin fabric of the dress and eventually stopped beneath the hem. Between my thighs, fingers began to stroke my wet, drooling cunt and I nearly collapsed as waves of unearthly delight buckled my knees. Strong arms kept me upright and the heat between my legs amplified with pleasure as his finger worked my slit.


  “Oh my god,” I moaned, helplessly enraptured by sumptuous, shivering satisfaction.   


  The pleasure was so unlike anything I had felt as a man. Rather than a localized area of pleasure, my entire body was responding, reverberating with the manipulation of my crotch and enhanced by the sensations of the rest of my body.


  Sean’s mouth on my neck… his other hand on my wrist… his hard body against mine… I was aware of it all through a fog of pleasure that was making harder and harder to think. Anything that wasn’t connected with the blossoming desire was forgotten. There was only the acute, cascading sensation which seemed to enhance, rather than dissolve the longing deep within my core.


  “You’re so fucking wet,” the voice at my ear murmured, “You didn’t even wear panties you whore.”


  I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. Waves of intense, shimmering joy radiated from my clit.  It was a pleasure far surpassing anything my previous body had ever known. I wriggled with depraved enthusiasm, moaning my consent.


  “You are such a slut.” Sean observed.


  Then, as he uttered those fateful words, the hand between my legs seized their sensual massage and I bit my lip in frustration. Instead of bliss and emptiness, he had left me with only the void


  “Why did you stop?” I inquired, petulantly.


  Wet and smelling of arousal, a hand gasped my delicate chin. The grip was not violent, but my nostrils were filled with the evidence of my yearning, my chin wet with proof of my need. My cheeks were flush with arousal and humiliation.


  Mere moments stretched to an eternity as I waited for Sean’s reply, “Admit you’re a slut and I’ll continue.”


  I should have told him to fuck off. What remained of my masculine pride resisted but it was overwhelmed by the desire of my body, the deprivation of pleasure was growing more intolerable by the instant.


  “I’m a slut,” I muttered quietly.


  Disgusted by what I had admitted, my psyche was irreparable bruised by the baffling, despicable truth of my desire. However, any reservations about my submission vanished as his Sean’s hand returned between my thighs coaxing a sigh in relief as the pleasure returned. I could still feel the wetness on my cheeks from my new womanhood, even as I returned reveled in sexual bliss.


  My tennis instructor’s voice was at my ear again, “Tell me what a dirty slut you are.”


  His fingers stopped for the merest instant before I quickly replied. “I’m such a dirty slut,” I gasped.


  His finger on my clit was rubbing in a circular way that was sending wave after wave of pleasure through lithe form, but an all-consuming hunger was growing deep in my belly. My male brain would not let me contemplate it, but Sean pressed on, revealing ever greater vistas of wonderment.


  “You came here to fuck me didn’t you?” His tone was accusing and despite the pleasure, I somehow discovered remote a reservoir of manliness that allowed me to utter the weakest denial in history.


  “Nooooommmmmm,” I half spoke, half moaned.


  His hand halted its machinations immediately and I regretted my denial as my treacherous body revolted with aching desire. I wouldn’t be able to deny him anything now. He raised his left hand and I could see it was coated completely in my juices.


  “Taste it,” he demanded.


  I obeyed, licking every ounce of the sweet, tangy substance from his hand, sucking his fingers as I did so.


  “Pride be damned,” I thought, “just don’t let him stop again.”


  The grip tightened on my right wrist as Sean asked, “Does that taste like you don’t want my cock?”


  A thread of fear weaved in among the tapestry of my carnal need leaving me small and vulnerable in his arms, a surreal juxtaposition for a 6’5” man. The desire was all consuming, however. Afraid or not, I couldn’t deny Sean anything. My body craved him with a totality of spirit which thrilled and horrified me.


  “No,” I finally conceded, “I want your cock.”


  The admission was all the more damning as understanding dawned amidst the fog of carnality. It was a foreign desire, but unmistakable. I really did want his dick. The void inside me was penis shaped and I wanted it filled more than I had ever wanted anything. Another drop of moisture slid down my thigh in emphasis.


  He released his grip on my wrist and stepped away. I repressed an urge to cry out in anguish, but I turned to face him. Sean’s face was set in a mask of grim determination as he took the racket from my hand.


  “I don’t fuck sluts I just met, especially when they lie to me. But if you’re good, I’ll think about it for next week’s lesson.” Pointing with the racket, Sean gestured towards the net. “Bend over and grab the top. You’ll get what’s coming to you.”


  Dimly, I was aware the information I needed was mine. Sean made it sound as if this was the first class my wife had even attended! Then she hadn’t cheated, at least not with Sean. Where was she going instead of tennis class?


  I could have walked away, I should have. Instead, I walked over to the net placed my hands over the white tape and bent at the waist, moisture squishing between my thighs. Knowing what my wife had, or more accurately, hadn’t done didn’t change the deep desire churning between my legs. Leaving without satisfaction was unimaginable. My skirt was lifted up to my waist, bearing my pert ass and soaking wet pussy to Sean’s mercy.


  “Whap!” The racket came down hard and I nearly cried out in pain, the hard netting rebounded off my behind. I braced for another, but instead, I felt a strange hardness against my moist folds. The handle of the racket. “He’s going to fuck me with the racket,” I realized!


  Emotions overwhelmed me as my teacher coated the handle in my ample lubricant. Anger at being subjected to such indelicate abuse, frustration over how much I wanted him to fuck me with the racket and disappointment it wouldn’t be his cock that fucked me.


  All these emotions burned away, cleansed the intense heat of pleasure. The handle slid against the opening of my dripping box and the white haze returned. Any mental or physical anguish vanished before rigid mass as it spread my pussy lips, sliding in with almost no resistance.


  “Fuuuuuuuck,” I cried in satisfaction as the rigid piece of sports equipment split my folds. I spread my legs more to allow it deeper, groaning with eagerness.


  “You like that racket in your pussy, don’t you, you slut.” The racket went in deeper still.


  “YESSSSSS” I hissed, barely conscious of anything outside of the terrific sensation of the racket’s pleasure. It was strange, wonderful and all consuming.


  Sean put a hand on the small of my back to steady me as he sank the racket up to his fist, which had a grip around the top of the handle. I could even feel his hand pressed against my thighs at the deepest point.


  “Tell me you want me to fuck you with this racket,” Sean ordered.


  “Fuck me, fuck meeeeee,” I begged.


  He slid the handle out slowly, and then back in. Rapturous joy shuddered through my supple body as he did so. Slowly stroking in and out, I could feel the pleasure building to a wonderful crescendo.


  “Oh god, oh, OHHHHHmmmm! I cried as the handle moved faster.


  My grip tightened on the top of the net as I felt the handle pound my womanhood. The instructor’s arm pounded my pussy with each thrust of the racket. A wet, slap accompanied each thrust. Something newly magnificent blossomed within.


  “I’m cumming, I’M CUMMINGGGGG!!!!” I squealed.


  Crashing down on me like an avalanche the orgasm roared from my pussy and I screamed with revelatory zeal. Every muscle exalted in release as my pussy clenched at the racket. In spurting, quivering elation, I shuddered with bliss infinitely surpassing the greatest male orgasm imaginable. Tears ran down my face uncontrolled as my new cunt throbbed with delicious release.


  The racket was slowly pulled from my cunt and as it slipped out, I immediately pined for the fullness that it offered, but was able to savor the orgasm as it slowly diminished. For more than a minute, I remained slumped against the net, dress bunched up around my waist, bent over, pussy exposed, grip vice-like on the net, wetness running down my legs.


  Clearly, I had underestimated feminine desire and pleasure.


  “HNGGGGG!”


  So lost in contemplation, I had nearly forgotten Sean, who announced his presence with a grunt. As I turned my head, a load of salty whiteness splattered into my face. Cum was all over my eyes, nose and mouth and I couldn’t avoid tasting some, it wasn’t as unpleasant as I would have thought, despite the strange texture. The smell was overwhelming.


  Sean had been pleasuring me with one hand while stroking his cock with the other, only hesitating with the intention of exploding all over my face. Either way he wiped his sizeable erection down with a nearby towel and tossed me the cum covered rag to clean myself. Left with no alternatives I scrubbed my face, cleaning it as best I could before self-consciously pulling my dress back down over my hips, humiliated by the treatment.


  After dropping the towel across the net I realized Sean wanted me to feel degraded. A simple feat for a man with a brand new pussy which had just pounded with a tennis racket. The worst part was just how much I loved it! What on earth was wrong with me? That wasn’t why I was here, yet the thought of returning next week was immediately arousing. A warmth surged between my thighs and I offered a shy smile to cover my embarrassment.


  “You are pretty hot I guess,” Sean admitted. “I guess we can forego the fee this week.”


  Having said his peace, Sean turned. Without another word, the instructor strode confidently away as if nothing untoward had occurred, leaving me alone with an aching pussy and an equally confusing array of emotions.


  Walking slowly back to the car, I was startled to find that I could still feel the sensation of the racket in my pussy and a squishy feeling between my legs. I wished that I had used the towel to clean that region too, but was too self-conscious to go back, lest I encounter Sean or any of my classmates.


  “I am a man,” I stated to myself, even as I looked down at my feminine form, replacing the errant strap of my dress. The statement felt hollow, meaningless. I’d let Sean have his way with me, and loved it.


  Things spun out of control quickly, but at least I had the intel I came for. It provided two additional mysteries to dissect. The first question was, What was my wife was doing while pretending to take tennis lessons? The other was more concerning: I had my wife’s body, but underneath that I was still a man. Could this nubile body affect my mind in a way research hadn’t discovered?


  A pleasant tingling persisted between my legs as I entered my vehicle. I felt another shiver as I thought of Sean’s ejaculate all over my face. Most worrying was the thrill I felt at the idea of coming back next week. I forcibly suppressed the sensation, turned on the car and began the drive back to my house. Coming back was impossible. I would be back to normal a week from now, for sure.


  The drive home was spent focusing as intently as possible on the road. Anything was preferable to dwelling on the turbulent emotions storming in my mind. Perhaps with time I could even argue for a misunderstanding; The someone who had been begging for a cock was not me. After all, this was Mary’s body. Those hadn’t been MY wide hips pressed against him, not MY breasts being fondled, not MY pussy being pounded.


  Moral issues also assaulted my mind. Even if it was my body… temporarily… could what happened be considered cheating?


  I grasped the steering wheel with an iron grip until my knuckles turned white. The information was what mattered. For now, I just wanted to get home and forget. With time, I might forget how much I wanted that cock exploding inside me instead of all over me…


  “I will not think about how good that felt,” I repeated aloud myself.


  Blaring horns snapped me out of my reverie and I swerved, narrowly avoiding a car in the other lane. I was feeling hot again and I hoped the wetness that was between my legs was leftover from earlier. Eventually, I managed to pull into the driveway without killing anyone but I didn’t trust myself to plan for next steps. Maybe I’d have a drink or two and just get some sleep.


  Forcing myself to walk into the house, I opened the front door and headed towards the bedroom but stopped cold. A barely audible noise emenated from the room and I held my breath. Normally, I would face a home invader head on, as my full male height could be intimidating, however, I was more vulnerable in Mary’s body and feeling especially exposed by Sean; Instead I peered around the doorway as silently as I could manage.


  Mary sat on the bed, her back to me, fiddling with something in her hands although I couldn’t make out what it was. I considered my options and just decided to make my presence known. Before I could take a single step, Mary spoke.


  “Come in Jack, I know it’s you and I know what you’ve been up to.”


  Sighing in resignation, I entered the room as she turned to face me, a blue tinted vial in her hand. Substance 17! What did she intend on doing with that potion? It was the only way I could transform back into myself.


  “Mary, put that down,” I commanded, holding out a hand like a dog trainer working with a violent pup. It sounded odd in my new voice. “Please, I can explain.”


  “I’m sure you can,” she replied, “But I think it will be faster if I explain first.” She looked at me a long moment. “I knew you would look like me, but it’s still rather strange talking to myself. You look good in that dress. Did you have a good time at tennis?”


  Fiddling uncertainty with the hem of my dress, was taken aback by the question. “I- um”


  “Don’t answer that.” Mary interrupted. “This wasn’t your fault. You need to know something first.”


  Mary tilted her head slightly to the side in her “thinking” pose as if she was deciding where to start. She was dressed in a beige button down shirt with the top two buttons open to view ample cleavage and pair of capris stretch pants that clung to her form. It was the same outfit she’d left in.


  “I haven’t been happy for a long time,” Mary began. Sensing her husband’s imminent protest she hurried before any response could come. “Not with you. In fact, you are what made all this so difficult. Ah, I see I’ve confused you even more; I know my own confused face.”


  Without knowing it, I had indeed assumed the face that Mary often did when confronted with nonsensical information. My body was reacting without conscious thought, just as it had earlier today.


  Mary’s expression lightened somewhat as she elaborated, “I love you more than anything in the entire world and nothing would ever make me leave you.” The dam burst and a tidal wave of admissions shuddered forth from my tear streaked wife. “I’m transgendered! I’ve known I wanted to be a man since college, but I could never bring myself to tell you. You made me so happy, and I figured as long as we had sex regularly, you’d never even know. Maybe I thought it was a phase… it wasn’t.”


  Shock wouldn’t begin to describe my emotions. Saying that I had no idea my wife felt this way wouldn’t begin to cover it. I stood there dumbfounded and let her continue.


  “With your research, I realized it was possible to keep you, and be a man. I even managed to extract some information about the Substance 17 from your supervisor at the Christmas party. Information even you didn’t know. Alcohol is wonderful at extracting secrets,” she stated matter-of-factly.


  Whatever else had changed when I had taken the potion, interest in my work carved through any mental conflict and I listened attentively as she explained how DNA alterations weren’t the only changes that took place upon consumption of the strange brew. In cases where the subject knew the owner of the DNA, his or her perception of them could alter non-DNA aspects of the subject.


  This explained why my crotch was shaven and how our hair was nearly identical in length. “Or,” Mary said with a wicked grin, “If you thought I was a dirty whore who would sleep around, you might end up with an overactive sex drive.”


  Suddenly, Mary’s plan seemed to come into focus without further explanation. She knew me well enough to know I would use the Polyjuice potion given sufficient cause and ample opportunity. So she had neatly arranged for both. Then I had fallen for it, hook-line-sinker.


  Had she anticipated the tennis lesson? Known how far I’d went with Sean? Somehow, the issue fell away when she looked down at the object in her hands. She held final move of her game, a blue vial which signaled checkmate.


  “What if I picture my loving husband, maybe with a bit more muscle mass and a bigger dick?”


  She held up the gleaming vial that represented my return journey to manhood and unstoppered it. Without it, return was impossible unless sufficient DNA of mine could be found. Given how thorough Mary had been through this point however, I was sure that none would turn up. Using the modified DNA after she transformed would be no good, twice modified DNA resulted in an unacceptable risk of mutation.


  Once she drank that potion, we would be stuck this way until future research turned up a solution. It might take months, or might never happen.


  “Don’t do this!” I quailed in a voice on par with any beseeching that had ever come from my wife.


  “Don’t you see,” she replied, “this is the only way we can be together.” With the final word she swallowed the contents of the vial in a single gulp. I took three steps before she wavered and collapsed onto the bed, her hair splayed out on the pillow.


  If Mary was unconscious as long as I had been previously, she’d be under for an hour or so. I sat next to her for 45 minutes, running through scenarios in my head, not one resulted in me obtaining my male body again, a body that my wife was gradually assuming. I studied her face, serene and peaceful, a face like mine,yet without a trace of anxiety. She was at peace. The lengths she had gone through seemed extreme, but I could admire her goals.


  Mary’s body had nearly completed the change now. Her high cheekbones and graceful neck were replaced with the harsh angles and planes of the face I had lived with. The petite figure had expanded into a broad shouldered, masculine shape. My wife looked exactly like I had in our wedding photos.


  But her body looked slightly ridiculous in a shirt far too small for swelling, rippling muscles, muscles I had never been aware I was capable of. After all was said and done, the neighbors might think Jack was been taking steroids, but with one Mary and one Jack, there was nothing to be suspicious of. There was an strange beauty to her solution.


  During the 45 minutes, I had removed my clothes, disgusted by Sean’s dried seed. However, I had yet to put anything else on. What was an appropriate outfit to greet this situation? As I stood naked in front of the closet, pondering my clothing situation, my head kept turning, eyes wandering to Mary’s capris. Muscles had been added to the spindling frame but Mary had mentioned another change to his body that she had in mind. Stretch pants, with their thin fabric did little to hide the sizeable bulge in the crotch-region.


  I knew the rough size MY package was supposed to be. What my wife sported must be significantly larger in my estimation. I very much wanted to see it, I realized. That was understandable wasn’t it? Knowing how my wife had altered my body was a reasonable thing to be curious about.


  Sitting next to her still unconscious form I gazed at the bulge, transfixed. Just a look and then I’d find something to wear. My wife and I could discuss changing back like civilized people. Maybe she just wanted to try being male and then change back.


  Nevertheless, she was just lying there, her package presenting such an enticing enigma. I reached out with a shaking hand and I forced steadiness upon it, after all, this was MY body, just altered slightly. Gripping the waistband I slid the top roughly halfway down newly muscled thighs, nearly ripping the capris in my eagerness. A flaccid cock and balls, much the same as the ones I had left behind, greeted me. They were only 3 sizes bigger than what I remembered.


  “Well,” I thought to myself, “It’s impossible to tell how much bigger it is when it’s flaccid. I’ll just see if I can get it erect, judge the approximate length for comparison and then get dressed before Mary wakes up.”.


  Using one small hand I stroked at Mary’s cock. Initially, I feared the sedative would cause a lackluster performance, but I need not have worried. Almost instantly his manhood sprang to full attention.


  Tearing my eyes away, I glanced at Mary’s face confirming she remained unconscious. Then I turned back to regard the erection, easily 10 inches of veiny glory. It dwarfed my own and embarrassed even Sean’s sizeable cock. They were toys, this was a monster! Moving my head back was the only way to comprehend it the entirety of it.


  My hand continued to stroke the massive erection. I couldn’t stop. My heart was pounding in my ears again and I could feel a flush in my cheeks. The heat there was mirrored between my legs as I moved my hand up along the rigid shaft. The urge to put this beast in my mouth bubbled up through my subconscious and however hard I tried could not shake free from the compulsion.


  “What did it matter,” I told myself,” I’ll just give it a little suck and be done before he even wakes up.”


  He. I’ve never even thought of sucking a cock before and this marked the first time I had thought of my wife as a man, but when you held such evidence in your hands, it was hard to deny. Impossible even.


  I couldn’t have been prepared for the sensations that raced through my body. The taste of precum on my tongue… the feeling of his hardness against my soft lips… the smell of manhood quickening my blood… it was sublime. With my lips around the head, I began to work my tongue around the tip, savoring the texture as I went. Breathing deeply through my nose, the rapturous singularity of senses narrowed my awareness to only one thing. My world was consumed with the throbbing mass, and I would worship it with my mouth, anoint it with my tongue and bless it with as much pleasure as I could manufacture.


  Mary did not wake, but soft moans could be heard in a voice I knew very well. It should have been unnerving, hearing my voice. Instead I redoubled my efforts. Rolling my tongue on the underside of the shaft, I nearly choked as the tip hit the back of my throat. Having been a man, that had always been my favorite part of a good blowjob and unsurprisingly, a grunt of pleasure came from the unconscious form. Fully within my mouth, nearly a third of the unit remained unswallowed. I stroked that portion with my hand, marveling at the girth.


  I worked faster as a fog settled over my mind and a heat throbbed between my legs. *Glob, glob, glob* Mary’s manhood hit the back of my throat over and over as I coated it with my saliva. When I finally withdrew my head a long trail of saliva mixed with precum trailed from my mouth to the head of Mary’s cock and a thrill rolled through me.


  Tingling between my legs, my arousal was growing too great to ignore.I would gladly have sucked on my man-lollipop for an eternity, but the throbbing warmth screamed with its need and I knew that my slit was wet desire without having to check.


  Giving into my desire, acknowledging my need, I moved to a crouch on my knees, poised over the object of my desire. Reaching one arm between my legs I carefully placed the head of his dick at my entrance and lowered myself onto him.


  “Ohhhhmmm,” I sighed as it pushed inside, spreading me, penetrating so deeply. I shuddered with delight. “Ohhhhh, goooooooood!”


  The experience was transcendent, shattering the last of my reservations. What I had been before could not hold me back. My body was made to devour cocks, I knew that now; and my wife had given me the finest penis in the whole world to enjoy. That chump of a tennis instructor couldn’t hold a candle to what my husband (yes, my husband!) offered. It was so much more, fu-FILLING this way. I would be Mary now, and Jack would get to fuck his cock hungry wife to his heart’s content.


  Mary had tricked me. But as I flexed my knees to slide up and down, I realized that I had never been happier. Pleasure was already more intense and all consuming than every sexual act as a man combined. All my mind and body was turned, not just to my wonderful new pussy, but to nerves sparkling with lightning from the tips of dark silken hair to cute feet, my toes curling in joy. My body was one giant erogenous zone!


  My hands ripped at the too-small shirt Jack still wore. Flimsy fabric came away easily and I could place both hands on muscled pectorals to increase leverage as I speared myself on Jack again and again. It was so deep but I still didn’t have the entirety of his monster inside me. I was full to capacity and moaning in ecstasy. That was when Jack woke up.


  My eyes were tightly shut as I rode him. The first inkling the sedative had worn off were the hands on my slender waist.


  “AAAAAAAHHHHHH!!!!” Strong hands pulled me down; foisting the dick so deep inside me I thought I’d be torn in half. It was painful, but as his grip on my waist pulled me up, I immediately wanted it back inside me.


  “You’re so cute when you’re making that face.”


  Hearing Jack’s voice was disorienting, but I was brought back into the moment as he impaled me again, this time using his hips to thrust with added power.


  “Oh fuck,” I groaned as I was skewered again and again. I could feel my cunt clinging to the javelin, sucking at it. A damp “schlop, schlop” noise accompanied each pump and I knew I was as wetter as Mary than any previous moment where our roles were reversed.


  I was in utter ecstasy, the pleasure in my pussy was expanding through my body via a tingling warmth redoubling on itself to glorious, unimaginable heights. Amplifying with each thrust, my body shuddered with pleasure. I knew it wouldn’t take much to push me over the edge, and a few thrusts later an earth shattering climax raged through my body as I screamed in delight.


  My back arched as my muscles all contracted. I could even feel my pussy clamping down on the man-meat between my legs. Panting to catch my breath, I savored the feeling. My second orgasm was so much more intense than my earliest forray, but it had come so quick that I was a little disappointed.


  “Did you cum already, Mary?” Jack asked, emphasizing my name.


  The elastic from my ponytail had come loose and my hair was free to sway as I nodded, but I couldn’t bring myself to speak. The feeling was too intense and I didn’t know what to say.


  “It’s a good start then.” He pulled me off his erection effortlessly and I noticed that it was still rigid and undiminished in girth. “Remember,” he added, grinning as I gasped at his cock’s exit, “Women can have multiple orgasms and I know ALL my sensitive areas.”


  Jack kept my hips in his hands and positioning me on my back, legs spread wide. He put himself between my knees and his head went to my crotch. I know he used his tongue and I assume he found my clit because I was once again uncontrollably groaning in pleasure. I gathered linens in my fists, clenching every muscle. Words exploded out of me in a high pitched, “Oh shit, shit!”


  A finger curled within my pussy and touched off a sensation nearly excruciating in its pleasure. Of course, Jack had always known exactly how to find the g-spot, even if I never had. I certainly knew where the G-spot was now!


  “Oh yes, yes! Don’t stop,” I screamed as another climax erupted and I grabbed the bed linens tighter to avoid falling off the bed in my joy. My thighs squeezed involuntarily, wrapping around my lover’s head. It couldn’t possibly get any better, could it?


  Jack was far from done. He lay down and pulled me atop him so I was crouching over his face. Resuming his tongue’s machinations, he had me wailing in delight. I bent at the waist and took his cock in my mouth as he sucked my clit. The dick muffled my screams and I could taste my own juices on it from earlier. It was utterly debauched, surreal and wonderful. This was heaven.


  The smells, tastes and feelings my body was encountering were all new. Totally beyond comprehension for a man and each deserving ample study. My body was savoring these unique feelings as if it was built for sex, which it was! Even so, they raced past at an unbelievable pace. It would take a lifetime to parse. An eternity of pleasure.


  Suddenly my mouth was filled with cum. I drank it down eagerly and even cleanseed the length from top to bottom, savoring the taste as Jack’s tongue penetrated my folds. I came a third time with cum on my lips accompanying a giant smile. Beyond the orgasm, I had pleased my husband. It was rewarding to see the direct result of my success, to taste it.


  Still, when his cock was finally flagging, I couldn’t help but feel slightly disappointed. Even after 3 orgasms, I wanted more.


  Turning while remaining atop him, I kissed Jack on the mouth. The combination of cum and my own lubricant swirled with our tongues. He slid his hand into my long hair and grabbed, pulling my mouth off his with a fist full of the dark strands.


  “You’ve got a long night ahead of you,” he whispered into my ear. It sent a shiver down my spine and I was sure I was wet and ready to go again. “We’re only just beginning,” he said.


  I doubted him but as I turned my head to look at his crotch, his member was once again at full strength. We smiled at one another and I resumed the kiss with doubled vigor, as did he.


  –


  Hours later, sweaty and tired, Jack was on top of me in missionary position. After a small break to rehydrate, we had been going non-stop. I had long ago lost count of my orgasms, which had not diminished in pleasure even the smallest bit. A few were by toys we’d enjoyed before our changes, but I preferred his cock to any pale imitation. Our lovemaking had slowed but not decreased in passion. I savored each individual slow thrust, working deeper and deeper.


  Pleasure seemed to be endless and my voice was hoarse from my vocal responses, but a new desire blossomed from within. I pulled Jack’s handsome head down to whisper in one ear, which was all I could manage.


  “Cum inside me,” I rasped.


  “Are you sure,” he asked.


  “I want you to fill me with your seed. Fill me up all the way.”


  I didn’t just want to be my husband’s sex slave; I wanted to be his wife and the mother of his children. If it didn’t happen this time, we’d keep trying. The idea was thrilling and I felt another orgasm building inside me. Jack’s cock had spent enough time inside me now that I could feel he was nearing his big moment as well.


  “Fill me up with your cummmmmm,” I whimpered.


  I heard him grunt and it accompanied the rush of semen surging within my womb.  It pushed me over the edge and I came more violently than ever before.


  Wrapping legs and arms around Jack, I whispered, “Thank you, thank you, thank you.”


  Over and over I repeated it. Mary had been right all along. This was everything life was supposed to be. As Jack rolled off me and I cuddled up to him, I placed my hand on the flat, smooth stomach which still felt so different, hoping that soon it would be rounded and filled with new life.


  Until then, I would dress as sexy as I could, and spend as much time riding Jack’s monster. Rewarding Jack’s daring gambit which brought about this reality, pleasuring him was my singular joy. I smiled and fell asleep in the arms of my wonderful husband, happy beyond reasoning.


  The End


  I hope you enjoyed my story. Please Leave a review and check out my website for more!


  
			https://cummingstgf.home.blog/
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